of the man had lost its vitality and would have mummied com-
pletely if the evaporation from the submerged reality were not
keeping it a little sodden. But as I mark this aspect in Monk-
house, I see also that he is smoking a cigar. AH the other dilettanti
of my acquaintance smoke too; and the problem that now rises
to bother me is whether it is the habit of smoking, or the habit
of substituting Art for Life as the diet of the mind, that causes
men to die at the surface in this odd fashion. I begin to muse on
my own beginnings, and on my early determination not to let
myself become a literary man, but to make the pen my instru-
ment, and not my idol. I speedily become very arrogant over
this, and am positively thanking Providence for the saving grace
that has prevented me from becoming one of the Art-volup-
tuaries of the literary clubs, when a strange outburst of song
comes up from below, uproarious, rowdy, and yet with a note
in it as of joy frozen at its source.
I look over the rail. There, just below me, stand three young
men, just too big to be called lads, each with a document like
an Income Tax return in his hatband, and each with his arm
affectionately round his neighbor's neck, singing with all his
might. They are a little drunk, but not so drunk as Englishmen
would be in like circumstances on English liquor. They are
determined to be in the highest spirits; and ribbons in the hat
of one of them proclaim a joyful occasion. I try to catch the
words of their song, and just manage to make out the general
sense of it, which, after the manner of songs, is not sense at all,
but nonsense. They sing the joys of a soldier's life, its adven-
tures, its immoralities, its light loves, its drinkings and royster-
ings, and its indifference to all consequences. Suddenly the poor
devil in the middle, who has led the song, and shouted the
loudest, stops, and begins to cry. The man on his right breaks
down too, from sympathy; but he on the left, the quietest,
rallies them; and they sing more defiantly than ever.
A stave or two, and the song goes to pieces again for ever.
Its last meanings are dispelled by a fresh start made by the man
on the right, who begins a most melting air about parting from
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